
SINGING IN THE PRESIDENTS
Campaign Ditties from the Time of the Federalists

to the Stormy Days of the Bull Moose
Bv R. CAR4!' TEALL

. .* R few weeka the American voler wfll be

| energetically Bnd repeatodly harangued
f i.y atump apoakers urging the merita and

jjpajrHa of Fresident Wilaon and hia
¦BjBBjbleB-i epponent of the campaipm of 191B.

.r%gr* will be wardroom rallies, sharpshcH>ting
, f8.. tora, mi | oi heavy artillery

pe>ckejd halls. The harassed
rouaad from nneaay Blumber

.o ada'raBi trom tho Pullman platform hia fel-

.pw erthteni banl on getting their "money'a
worth" foi ataying OQt ao late. And there will

S* alfhta of parader4 that ser.d lines of kerosene
tvircr.cs rigzaggirg .^you«ly the long way to

Tee, ham sa- .'.wiches and mlnce tarnovers

,t ataee a reward and perauasivp overture to

ft 4 .' \\ obsterian length, whatever may
l ita intelleotual quality, on crying

nt aad glorioua country." The
ar.d will blaro, wherever the campaign
:oe haa the price. But the citlzen com-

with yesterdaya will llaton
a campaign song.
the barda of yesterday, the e\

B timher" ln other years?
thero has heen little to

tality of issues. the personal-
the tompor of the Ameri-

tps the principal reason for
tha campaign song Is found

Ithe ger.oration ia errrotionally
g preBtmra of fierce eompe-

I fiercer compatition to ror-
ra,*a ith rare excep-

.ei of pktu*reaque charactor,
... Btimulate to song.

re was a notable ditty in 1912,
Dawg" aong. But it wbb not horn

year, only appropnated by Speaker
liark's f WfTl of tho.-e piping daya before

Mr. Bryar, hy an Interesting operation, re-

moved the Speaker from the lisf of I'rcsidential
poaaibilitiei

I il.-n t car. if h. Ib a houn'
You got to qult kicMn' mj <.«.*.« aroun'

Behind the melancholy Missouri pup stretch-
aa the arid waste of recent years. Who sang
the praises of Wiliiam Howard Taft, or Alton
B. Parker, or Wiliiam Jenninga Bryan? lt
was IfcKinley, the gentle, the tuave, that suf-
fered tho distinction of praiae in "barber shop"
tunes of lS'.'t'.. Ono Republican ditty of that
year ran, in part, as followa*

We know of a man tricit aml true,
Of th. peoyle he is the first clmice.
WtaaB thr o-mi af M< atabei tha dny's llght
He'll «lt ln the rrpsirlent'a chair.

t'hBBBB! Anil hia nanu' i- Wiilli.fl) M.*K n!i-y.
With more zest DemflCTBtl ehanted in

1892
. . . l.rover Grover !
i cmr yeara more of (irover,
Then we'll b« in clover.

How aaplesa theae laya of later days c an

pared to outpourlnga of tlmea when every
citiien, lf not a "klng," waa ln the moat per

HIS DAY IN HISTORY - . ¦ - By Rca Irvin

The jollv Sunday school picnic is introduced into New England,
June 25, 1639.

aonal aense a politician. Rlvalry arrived with
the retirement of Washington. A very lively
jmple was aung by Jefferson'a suppurters of
1800.

Tha r.-.lrralLat.a ara laWB »* !*i*>t,
Tha Monarchiat* completely cait,
Tha Ariatoerata are ilripped of powtr,
Str-rmi o'er thc Ilritiih factlon lo.ver.
Si»n we Ki-piihlii-ana ihal! ir»

Columbia'a aom fr.mi l.ondage f ree'.
l,..r<) II.>vv th- F.-.l-rali.ata will atare

At JcfTerson in AHains'i chair

( ampaipn literature was little enriched by
.ong writers iu the canrpaipn.s of James Madi-
eon and Jamea Monr^. But Andrew Jackson
stimulated them to enerpetie verbosity. Hia
military record was his principal political as-

-et nt rirst, ro they made much of it. Several
.tansai celebrated his victory over Lord Pak>
nham *it New Orleani

Ymi've lieard. I I'pose, ..f Nrv. Orlr-an.
It'e famed f-jr youth an.l hrautjr;
i.ti are ,:i- ot every hue. lt aeema.

From anowy while to tooty.
Now rakenham had made hia bntga.

If ha that day were lueky.
He'd have the g'.rli and cotton ba-re

In iplte of Old Kentucky!
But Jackaon, he waa wide awiUe,
And waa not ic-.re>d at trlflet,

For wall he knew KentucJry'a boya,
Wltb their death-dealing riflea.

Ha lad them down to eypreao iw-uiip,

Tha around waa low and muckyi
There itnod John Bui! in martiaJ pamm.
And here atooal Old Kentucky.

For General Benjamin Harrlaon, a candi-
datu of cold manncrs, Republiean ahouters of
18R8 parodied the aonp that pavo hia prand-
father'a (William Ilenry Harrison) reputation
more endurance than any chronicle of the his-
torian. It was the sonp of "Tipp*ecanoe and
Tylcr, too." with play on Harrison'a victory
i.ver an Indian army of the "I'rophet" in tha
battle ol Tippecanoe River:

What haa eaueed the eommotlon, 'motion. 'raartlori,
Our country peopie through !
It li tht ball a-rolllng on, for Tippecanoe aad Tyler. too!
Oh, yea, with them we will ueat Van

Van la a uaed-up man l

Let them talk ah.-nt hard clder, clder. cider.
And log aaMaa, laa
It will only help ipee-rj the hall for Tippecanoe and

Tyler, too

The lateh-itring hangi outalde the door, door. door!
And it la never pulled through,
For that ia not the cuat/im of old Tippecanoe) and Tyler,

too!

The "vested interests" and the "peepul"
were not yet named, but the issue they later

personilicd was drawn. If Tippecanoe was

the ehampion oi the common man. .Martin \an

Buren, who desired a second term, must ba
a aoulless aervant of thc rich.

That Matty lo\es the workingman,
N.. 4vorkln(.man ran doubt, eira :

For well he rloth pur-ue thc plan
That tjrni tlie workere out, »in !

IT- turn* them out of Whig employ.
He taraa thrm out of hrca.l. -tri;

\nrl miilrtlemen dnth hc annny,

By itriking bu-inem dead, alra I

For Matty ia a Democrat,
Sing, Yankee I),.,.dle Dandy'.

With eprwns of gold, and Fnsliah coaeh,
And eervaiitrt alweya han.ly

The dinner pail arrived as a eampaipn
exhibit in the Clay-Polk eampaipn, and they
?ang of protection then.

Tba aallsnt Whlgs ha». drawn the iword
Anil thrnwn the iiil. aheath «4v»y

An-I onward th. batUe-word.
For Home Proteetion and fnr t'lay

Clay's followers announced their organira-
tion as the same "old coon" that had won

four years before--
The moon waa .hinlng ailver-briBht,
The itars with glory rrownerl th. niffht.
Hilth on a limli thut name old coon

Waa ..init.nit to himself this tuii'

Get oit of my way.you're all unlucky,
Ctaai the trsok f.-r ..I.i Ka-laak*/.

When I'olk won his supporters celebrated
with a parody of "Tho Burial of Sir John
Moore".
Not 14 rheer wi_ hi*arrl, not n sink'le shout
As a.vHy to the ditch tlny hurrird;

N,> bank-paid oratnr rose to sp-.ut
n , PJ "I

So rapidly tumbling ln-"

With iii" halTa ara Btafta kt

Thry raned a faint shouf. 'twixt a chi-r and a groan.
And left him alone in hii glory.

.Not content with dubbing him "the Path-
finder of the Rockiea," Bupporters of John C.
Fremont delighted to describe him aa "tha
muatang colt" that must diatance Buchanan,
an "old gray nag." And they raiaed their
volces ln a song of considet-abla vigor.

Th. muatang eolt ta strortg and younr.

Rta wlod Is rtrong. hta a-a*** tsot spi-uit*.

Th. old gray hon. ta a well-known _*c_,

H.'a long b»>»n fed at th. public track.
Th. muat_ng ta a fu'1-blood.d oolt,
H. e_nnot shy ! T*. will not boltl
Th. old gray nag. wh.n h. trtaa te t^Twl,
(.oM 'round and round in th. sam. old ap.lt
Th. muatang goe. at . killing paca,
H.'s bound to wtn th. four-mll. rae.l
Then do your heat with th. old gray hack.
Tha musUng colt wi',1 clear the trs.v

"An old gray hack" was the most compli-
montary name the Fromont men had for
Buchanan. One aong writer painted him in
theae lines:

Th. doimh, th. dnugh. fh. faulal dongh I

The no«. that ylelda when you tweak lt, ao I
lt sighi for th. spoll -lt selta Ita aoul
For a spoonful of pap from th. Tieasury bow*.

For eigning the Clay Compromise bill Mll-
lard Fillmore was complimented in the follow¬
ing Btanxaas

There llvei a man In Buffalo.
His narn. Is Mil'ard Fillmore,

Who think* th. t.'nion's lunk io low
lt ought to lak. on. plll mor..

lo purge away th. "prejtjdicir**
Whlrh tru. men hav. for freedom,

A ranting, pompous wretch h« ta
Who'll cheat you if you heed him.

Old Mill Fillmore, not another piU more,

In our BBOUtB.
The rjuaking South

ne'er put a pill mora.

Campaign BOnga of 1860 were marked by
Mtterness. A favorite with the Douglas wing
ridiculed tho personal appoarance and home-
spun roputation of "Honest Abu"

Tell us he'a a se.-ond Webster,
Or. \t t-tt.-r, H-nrv Clay.

That lie'a full of g»ntle humor,
l'la<-id aa a innimi-r'i day.

Tell again about th. rordwood
Se\en cords or more a day;

How each night h» leeks his closet,
Ihere alone to kneel and pray

Any li. you tell w.'ll swallow
Bwa_B- any kind of mixture;

But, oh, don't, w. beg and pray you-

D i.i, for land's sake, ihow his picture!

Andrew Johnson'u "swing around the circle"

waa «atlrlcal1y ee.ehrated to the tune of "Juat
Befon the Battle, Mother":

Juat before el»rtlon. Andy,
We are thinking of moet you;

Whila we get our ballota ready.
But, be eure, they're not for you l

N'o. dear Andy, you'll not get them,
But you'll get what you d-5orve.

Oh, yee, you'll get your leave <>f abear.ee

Ai you "iwmg around the eurve."

ciioaua
You have awung ar.-und the eircle,
That you ouuht to swing, "ti* true;

Oh, you tried to veto (."ongreai,
But I guesa well veto you 1

When Grant flrst ran for President hia
ardent supporters phrased their fervor in
terma of ".-\uld Lnnp Syne".

Should brave I'lyeaea be forgot.
wiio worUci go lona am. oraU

li'i ficl.l.a where flr.a rf death icr'

And uiave mea fojg.it and fell?

And inevitably they sang of Appomattox.
80. boys. a fina! bjtnper

Whlta w. Ifl ehoru. chant,
For n.at Preild.nt w. nomlnata
Our .w_ L'lyaS4. s*BBBB4

And If a»k«d what st_'e he haita froas,
Thta oir BBla reply ihatl He

From near Appomattox Court H-i-iM.
'

}' 1 'twM there to our riy*»«a
'I ha'. '.<*e gav ¦.; I

Now, boyt! To Grant for President,
And God d.fend the nght'.

It waa a different story when he '*/ant«d tha

Republican nomination for a third term.

James A. Garfield'a humble youth was aer-

viceable to party aongsters when he ran for
President. As an illustration of pure dog-
gerel the lines following serve admirably:
He eary learn'-l *o r-a-li'" .'i! Ma BBBB] I rlurn cano. |

I'pon OM»'l rrand canal h. held th. h'llum trua;
\nd n aaa shout to him, "I.o, 'ti* for you

we waitl" r*
W. want to lee Jim (.arfie'd gulde our gl-rio-_ shlp ol

sUU.

In this year of grace a Republican ink-
¦dinger might parody "Mr. Dooley".¦

Oh, Mr. WBBBB Oh. Mr. W

How rvr d.d they corn. to let you !n*

But he ia not likely to do so. For the citizen
of the present is not interestod in cunrpetitive
singing. By day he is too busy in pursuit of
the dollar of his daily broad to think much
about politics; and at night, if he is not more

interestod in poker or his daily paper, he pre-
feta travel by tr.-iley to marching. and would

- liaten to a band than exen-i-e his a*oe_l
For him the batt'.e of ballots, not a

i attle of bellowa.

WHAT DO YOU READ, MY LORD?

PARK ROW NEWSBOY.What d'yer read? What d'yer read?
PREOCCUPIED PERSON.Why.er.er."The American Journal of Eth-

noloj-y." Have you it?

The Know-It-All Young Author and the Still-Sane Editor
By CHARLES HANSON TOWNF.

/TV'T." thc Know-It-AU Young
1^ Author was Mying to the
*-* Still-Sane Editor, "I haven't

-end storiea to the magaz-ines.
l:i the Arat place you don't pay enough

ake it worth my while. What'a
three or four hundred dollars from

a story it would take me a

month to write, comparod with a thou-
from one of those movie peopie for
nario, or a synopsis. that I can dash

off in a day or two?"
"'Daah off la |ua1 the phrase." an-

l the S.-S. E. "But things 'dashed
in'1 live very long. My dcar young
i. you're nol really learning to
you're learning to outline. You
literatara what thc poor girl in

the factory ia to the beautiful embroid-
She stamps a design on a bit of

cloth, like a machine; the embroiderer
cumes along and does some creative
work; she blends colors, and sometimes

- far into the night. She doesn't
-av mmh; but when it's don»*.well,

tvorth looking at, and keeping and
loving and treasuring. The little ma-

chine-made design may or may not have
been foDowed. The artist stepped in
and decidcd. Serioualy, are you writing
for money or for fame'"'
"For both," quickly responded the K.-

l.-A. Y. A
"But haven't you a preference? An¬

swer me truly."
"Well," the Young Author gtumbled

I bit, and wouldn't quite look the editor
.i the eye, "if I could have only one.

maybe I'd take the money."
"So! Just as I expected." replied the

>r; but there was not 80 much sur-

priae in his voice as his words would
lead one to think. "That's the trouble,

then. You want fame.but you want

money more! -Well, if that's the case,

you are on tho right road, and I can't
give you any advice. I thought I was

talking to some one with ideala."
"You are!" promptly came from the

Young Author. He was a little indig-
nant now. "After I've written enough
of theae rotten moving picture tcth

narloa, and madf fifteen or twenty thou-

sand dollara, I'm going to retire to a

bungalow in the hilla and write my play
.an Idea I've had in my head for yeara.
I'll ahow t hem! ITI make 'om ait up I"
"How long will it be before you can

begin that great and laudable work?"

asked the patient Editor. He aeemed
deeply Intereated.

"Oh, maybe two years more.perhapa
three. It all dependa on how many of
these Btupid lilm plota I can evolve
first."
The Kditor's heart sank; but the

Young Author did not know that. He
simply thought he was niaking a line

impreaaion. He puffed up a bit. }\o\\

ahow this Kditor chap before he go!
through with him! Ideala! Well, I

guess yet! He had 'em, just as high
ideals as Booth Tarkington. or .Tulian

iStreet. or Edna Ferber. or John Mase-
field. or any of the others of that Big
Bunch.

..But ln the meaatime," the Kditor

rinally said, "you call the work you're
turning out now 'atupid' and rotten.'
In your BOUl you think it'a bunk. Well,
that ahows, my young friend, that you

have some Ideals still. But how long
can one go on writing bunk, producing
Bham goods, and get away with it?
Aren't you afraid the moving picture
peopie will catch on that you're not sin-
cere.-not as sincere, by half, as they
are'.' And aren't you a little afraid for
youraelf.and of that still, small voice
that we all have to listen to sooner or

laterV"

"Why?" cried the Know-lt-All. "Whv
should I fear anything? Vm perfectly
sincere. All this is simply a nieans to

an end. I can't write my play until I
have money enough to loaf a year or

two. We all have to get ahead of the
game. That's lepitimate. That's good
business. What dilTererice does it make

how I get it, so long as I get it ? Tell me
that, will you?" He pulTed out again.
He had thia Editor chap, all right.

"It isn't legitimate, and you know it.
down in your heart. So poor work is

legitimate.unless your wife and chil¬
dren are starving. You haven't a wife,
and you haven't children; so you have
no excuse to otTer. How I wish I could
show you that the great play you dream
of is dying now in your soul. The seed

you have planted will never iprout.
after a few more years of this sort of

buaineaa. Firat of all, as 1 said before,
you're not learning to write. You're

only on the borderland of literature.

Have you ever written a word of dia-

logue? No. Your synopses don't require

Mr. Towne. who i* massmglng editor oi McClurVa, beiieves that the

average young author to.day Is wrltlng movlttO pkture scenarlos Instead

of short storles. In the May Issue of "The Bookman" appeared a sym-

poalum of magazloe editors upon the questlon "\\h} Are Manuscripts

Rejected?" Mr. Towne WtuH that in his opinion manuscrlpts are refected,
nine times out ot ten, because they are nUWOftuy. "We editors are so

hungry tor good material that we search eagerly for the new note, the

new polnt of vlew-the new enthusiasm. Seyer was a time more pro-

pitious for the promislng young wrlter . . . "here Is he? I could

ghe one guess. tte Is wrltlng for the 'moyies.' Lured by the alleged big

prices paid for scenarlos. he Is evohlng plots for Mary fickford and

Charlie Chaplin. But what Is he creating that will endure?"

Mr. Towne here discusses the laat question in detail.

dialogue. But if you were writing short
stories for the magazines you would be
learning not only how to make your
brain children talk aa real peopie talk,
but how to surround them with life as

it is.not how the screen wishes it to
be. You would be learning how to ere-

ate siluations that really could exist;
not blood-curdling .Nick Carters that we

all revelled in as boys, but soon discard-
ed with lots of other trash. What prep-
aration, I aak you, is the writing of a

ftlm thriller for the writing of a great
American play? The two things are

as unlike as serpents and Venus. The
preparatory school for playwriting is
in the magazines, not in the lilm studios.
Is drama ever founded on a scenario?
No; but it's often founded on a short
story in a popular periodical. So you
see that story writing and play wri'ing
are closely allied. Then, after you have
your play, you have your screen version
of it.another thing altoge'her, which
some sublimated hack could hew out of
the work of your brain. And you would
still get your royalties! It would be
perfectly legitimate ar.d right for you
to think of them, and want them then."

"Yt^, the moving picture rights".
"Ah! that's it! 'The moving picture

rights. and having writ'. I can't go on.

But there might be a scenario in it.
the pun's bad enough to make a good
one."
The Young Author had been deeply

interested.
"There is lots in what you fiay," he

remarked. "I had always thought of
writing as.well.as something not to
be taken very seriously until one wanted
to take it seriously. A fellow could
scribble along, and make enough to keep
body and soul together, and have a

motor, and.well, then suddenly put ofY
the cheap form of writing, aa he'd put
off a garment, and go at something big
and fine."

"If. my dear young friend, you are go-
Ing on writing moving picture scenarios,
put the best of yourself into them.
Don't think you can suceeed even in that
field, scribbling in a dilettante, rareless
way, and laughing, the while, at your
output. You've got to give all you've
got to any line of endeavor. If you
scrub floora, scrub them diligently and
well. But don't think you are learning
to become an architect. Write sce¬

narios; but don't think you're becoming
a dramatist. Karn less now, and more

later. And write for the magazines first
if you wouKl write f<>r the stage after-
ward. The editori want you now.in-
deed they do. They want your youth,
your enthuaiaam, your courage, your
new point . f view. If you are sincere,
they want you. They want stories..
which may afterward become play^p.-*^
founded on the truth within y*TU ;"storlei
tvritten out of your young experience,
but most of all out of your heart. To-
day is yours. and to-morrow too. It's
all very well for a man to write sce¬

narios.after hefl learned how to write
dialojrue and to create atmosphere and
a aenae of r-ality. If you want to write
ihorthand, you have to learn longhand
lirst.

"Yes, the magazines want you and
need you now. Later they may not."


